LEDA    AND    THE    SWAN

THOUGH her Mother told her

Not to go a-bathing,
Leda loved the river

And she could not keep away:
Wading in its freshness

When the noon was heavy;
Walking by the water

At the close of day.

Where between its waterfalls,

Underneath the beeches.
Gently flows a broader

Hardly moving stream,
And the balanced trout lie

In the quiet reaches;
Taking all her clothes off,,

Leda went to swim.

There was not a flag-leaf

By the river's margin
That might be a shelter

From a passer-by;
And a sudden whiteness

In the quiet darkness,
Let alone the splashing,

Was enough to catch an eye*

But the place was lonely.

And her clothes were hidden;